Snap me not in the frame the thread unfinished

that for your sake I weave by love inspired,
nor let my fingers droop with strength diminished,

now that the hand with ecstasy is fired*
Nor with cold water let my flame be punished,

since never Muse but stayed with kindness, choired,
nor suffer heat creative to be banished,

but prick my spirit to the bourne desired*
Nor in the cradle let your fame be stifled,

for what to-day doth like an infant grope
will suddenly tower, and have the heavens rifled

upon no other sustenance than hope*
Nothing's so hard (bright lady, dare believe it)
but Time in his long patience can achieve it*
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